SYNOPSIS.

CHAPTER I —HEdith Malitland, a frank,
free and unspolled woung Philadelphia
girl, is taken to the Colorado mountains

by her uncle, Robert Maltland., James
Armstrong, Maltland’s protege, falls in
love with her,

CHAPTER IL—His persisient waooing

hesitates, and
ot business with=-

thrills the girl, but she
Armstrong goes cast
out g definite answer,

d liears the story
. Nowbdld, whose

{ ‘ il was so seriously
hurt that lie wns compelled lo shoat her
to prevent 1 i catén by wolves
while he wen

" ing
-

L for hsin,

CHAPTER TV.—Kirkby, ilie ol guide
whao tells the gtary, glves BEnid a packiage
of letters whicll he 4 wera found on
the dead woamun's body, 8he reads the
Y8  reguest

lett<tz and at IKirkh Keeps
them.

CHAPTER V.—=While Enid 42 bathing
In the river in fancied solltinde,. o blg
Bear apnpears cn the hank and is abput
to plunge into the water to nttack ihe

girl when a shot rings out and the ani-
mal' §s killed by o ztrange man.

.
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CIHAPTER VI=Enid ls caug in i
storm which wipeg out her pariy's camp.
Sha Iz dashod upon tlie rocks and in-
lured,  The strange man who shot |
beay finds her uneonselous and carsles
her {o shelter,

CHAPTER VIL=Membora of the ¢alnti-

ing party rveallzing that Bald fy lost in
v scormy institule a frantie search for
tha missing girl,

CIAPTER VIIL.—No wmaco of hep ls
found and wowd {3 telezpaphed to Bor

fathor,  Jnmes Armstrong is askineg fhe
father Tor 12 'm hand when the lelezrim
nreived ox r the bellef that 1o
sivl g deail. sfrong Easa e will fiad
hery: and Aalland o o thelr mor-
rlage IT ho succeed

By and by, in the last stage of their
lourney, her head dJdropped on  Lis
shioulder and =he actually fell inlo an

uneagy trouwled sleep
kuow whethor slie
whether she had fainted again.
did not dare to stop to find cul
sirength was almicet spent; in this
effort the stralp wpon his
was almost as great as it had been ip
the whirlpool i the zecond] iimg
that day the sweal siood ont on Ll
foreliead, his legs trembled ynder him
How' he made the last five hendr
feet up the steep wall to tzin
hroad shelf perhape o
whete he had buiit hi;
mountaing, Le never
last remnant
wheén he finally opened tl
door with his foout, ¢a
log but and laid her
bunk built against one
cabin
Yet
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1t was indeed an em-

i wounded 10U
| barrassing situation,
He surveyed her for a few moments

wondering how best to begin. Then
. realizing the necesgity for immediate
I aetion, he bent over her and woke her
up. Again she stared at him in be
wilderment until he spoke.
' “This is my house,” he sald, “we
' are home."

“Home!" sobbed the girl.

“Under shelter, then,” said the man
“You are very tired and very sleepy
but there is something to be done;
vou must falke off those wet clothes
at onece, you must have something tc
eat, and T must have a look at tha
foot, and then you can have ¥youl
sleep out.”

The girl stared at him, his program,
if ‘a radical one under the clrcum-
stances, was nevertheless a rational
one, indeed the only one. How was it
to be carried out? The man easily
divined her thoughts,

“There i3 anotlier room in this
house, a store room, I cook in there,”
lig gaid. “I am going in there now to
zot yvou something to eat; meanwhile
vou must undress yourself and go to
hed.”

He went to a rude set of hox-like
shelves draped with a curtain, appar-
extly his own handiwork, against the
wall, and brought from it a long and
somewhat shapeless woolen gown.

“You can wear this to sleep in,” he
continued. “Firgt of all, though, I am
going to have a look at that foot.”

He bent down to where her wound-
cd foot lay extended on the bed.

“Wait,” sald the girl, lifting herself

. on her arm, and as she did so he lift-
od his head and answered her direct
gaze with his own. “I am a woman,
absolutely alone, entirely at your
mercy; you are stronger than I, 1
have no choice but to de what you
bid me. And in addition to the nat-
ural weakness of my sex I am the
more helpless from this foot., What

do you intend to do with me? How

do you mean to treat me?”

It was o bold, a splendid question,
and it evoked the answer it merited.

“As God is my judge,” sald the man
yuietly, “just as you ought to be
treated, as I would want another to
freat my motler, or my sister, or my
wife—szhe noticed how curiously his
lips suddenly tightened at that word—
“il I bad one. I never harmed a wom-
an in my life,” he continued more
earnestly, “only one, that is,” he cor-
tected Limeslf, and once again she
marked that peculiar contraction of
ihe lips, “And I could not help that,"”
he added,

“I Trust you,"” said the girl at last,
after gazing at him long and hard as
i to search out the secrets of his very
soul. “You have saved my life and
tiiings dearer will he safe with you.
I have fo trust yon.®

“I hope,” came tise quick comment,
“that it is not only for that. I don't
want to be frusted wpon compulsion.”

“You musl Lhave fonght terribly for

v » flomd,” was the answer.
what it was now,

ud pou carvied me over the rocks
and the mounteins without faltering.
Only o man cauld do what you have
done. I frust you anyway."

“Thank you," said the man briefly
as he over the injured foot again,
laced wy tha front, the
gkirt [eit all plaipiy visikle,
deit fingers he undid the sodden

nd unliced it, then stood hesi-
ly for o moment,
to eut yoar only palr
he sald as e made a
motion to draw it off, and then
g (he smasm of pain, stopped.
mugt,” he continued, taking
knife apd slitdng the

repiomber

I'he bhooi
ghor!

With

1 TR "
qont Ko

of shoos,
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“Neads
ot his
leather.
He did It very earefully so as not
{0 ruin the boot beyond vepair, and
inglly succeeded in gotting it off
without giving her too much pain.
ind she was not so tired or sp miser-
nbile ag {o be unaware of his gentle-
Tiis munner, matter of fact,
business lke, If he had been a doctor
@ would have called {1 prodfessional.
diztinctly pleased her in tixs iryving
and unusual position stocking
! stainea with blood, The man rose
to bis feel, took from a rpde home-
meoede chair o light Meaxican blanket
and lald it copsiderntddy across the
i ;

Hey

“~ w if you ean manage to get on
you king yvourself, I will see what
can b one,” he said, turning away.

It wes the work of a lew seconds
for hep to comply with his request.
Hangiug the wet stocking carefully
over a chair back, he drew back the
blaniet a little and carefully inspect-
ed the poor liftle foot. He saw at
once that it was not an ordinary
gprained ankle, but it seemed to him

[ that her foot had Dbeen ecaught be-

tween two toesing logg, and~had heen
badly benised. It was very painful.
but would not take go long to heal as
a gprain. The li%sle foot, normally so
whife, was now black and blue and
the skin had been roughly torn and
Lroken, Ife brought a hasin of cold
water and a towel and washed off the
bloes, the girl fighting down the pain
and suceessfully stifling any outery.

“Now,” he said, “you must put on
this gown and get into bed. By the
time you are ready for it T will have
some broth for you and than we will
bandage that foot. T shall not esme
in here for some time, you wili be
muite alone and safe

He turned ond left the room, shut-
tiny tho door after Lim @3 he weat

out, For o second time that day Enid
Maitland undressed herself and this
time nervously and in great haste.
She was almost too excited and ap-
prehensive to recall the painful cir-
cumstances attendant upon her first
disrobing. She said she trusted the
man absolutely, yet she would not
hayve been human if she had not
looked most anxiously toward that
closed door. He made plenty of noise
in the other room, bustling about as
if to reassure her,

She could not rest the weight of
her body on her left foot, and getting
rid of her wet clothes was a some-
what slow process in spite of her
hurry, made more so by hér extreme
nervousness. The gown he gave her
was far too big for her, but soft and
warm and exquisitely clean. It drap-
ed her slight figure completely. Leav-
ing her sodden garments where they
had fallen, for she was not equal to
anything else, she wrapped hersell in
the folds of the big gown and man-
aged to get into bed. PFor all its rude
appearance it was g very comfortable
sleeping place; there were springs and
a good mattress. The unbleached
sheets were clean, although they had
been rough drled; there was a deli-
cious sense of comfort and rest in
her position. She had scarcely com-
posed herself when he knocked loud
upon her door.

‘May I come in?’ Le asked.

When she bade him enter she saw
he had in his hand a saucepan full of

He Walked Nervously Up and Down.

some steaming broth. She wondered
how he had made it in such a hurry,
but after he poured it into a granite
ware cup and offered it to her, she
took it without question. It was thick,
warming and nourlshing. He stood by
her and Insisted that she take more
and more. Finally she rebelled.

“Well, perhaps that will do for fo
night,” he sald; nowlet's have a look
at your foot."

She observed that he had laid on
the table a long roll of white cloth;
sha could not know that he had torn
up one of his sheefts to make ban
dages, but so it was. He took the lil-
tle foot tenderly in his hands.

“I am going to hurt you." he sald.
“I am going to find out If there is
anything more than a brulse, any
bones broken.”

There was no denying that he did
pain her exquisitely.

“I can't help it Le said a8 she
cried aloud, “I have got to see what's
the matter, I am almost through
now.”

“Go on, I can bear it,” sghe said
faintly, *I feecl so much better, any-
way, now that I am dry and warm.”

“So far as I <an determine,” sald
the man at last, “it is only a bad, ugly
bruise; the skin is torn, it has been
battered, but it fs nelther sprained
nor broken, amd I don't think it 1s go-
ing to be very serions. Now I am go-
ing to balbe 't In the hottest water
You can beam and then T will boadage

i!

it and Tet you go'to sleep.”

He went out and came back with a
kettle of bolling water, with which he
laved again and again the poor, torn,
battered little member. Never in her
life had anything been so grateful as
these repeated applications of hot wa-
ter, After a while he applied a heal-
ing lotion of some kind, then he took
his long roll of bandage and wound
it dexterously around her foot, mnot
drawing It too close to prevent circu-
lation, but just tight enough for sup
port, then as he finished she drew it
back beneath the cover.

“Now,” said he, “there is nothing
more I can do for you tonight, is
there?”

“Nothing."”

“1 want you to go to sleep now, you
will be perfectly safe here. I am go
ing down the canon to search——"

*No,” sald the girl apprehensively,
“I dare not be left alone here; be-
gides T know how dangerous it would
be for you to iry to descend the canon
in this rain; you have risked erough
for me, you must wait until the morn-

ing; I shall feel better then.” |

“But think of the anxiety of your
friends.” :

“T can’t help it,” was the nervous
reply. “I am afraid to be left alone
here at night.”

Her voice trembled; he was fearful
she would have a nervous breakdown.

“Very well,” he sald soothingly, “I
will not leave you till the morning.”

‘“Where will you stay?”

“T'll make a shakedown for myself
in the store room,” he answered, “I
shall be right within eall at any time.”

It had grown dark outside by this
time and the two in the log hut could
barely see each other.

“TI think I shall light the fire,” con-
tinued the man, “it will be sort of
company for you and it gets cold up
Pere nights at this season, I shouldn’t
*vonider if this rain turned into snow.
Besides, it will dry your clothes for
you,”

~ where the fire only burned in the

~ the other, it was still of a good size

Then he went over to the fireplace, '

struck a imatch, touched it 1o the
kindling under the huge logs already
prepared, and in a moment a cheeriul
blaze was roaring up through the
chimney, Then he plcked up from the
floor where she had cast them in 2
heap her bedraggled garments, He
stralghtened them out as best le
could, hung them over the backs of
chairs and the table, which le drew
as near to the fire as was safe, Hav-
ing completed this unwonted task he
turned to the woman who had wateh-
ed Lim curiously and nervously the
while,

“Is there anything more that 1 can
do for you?"

“Nothing. You have been as kind
and as gentle as you were strong and
brave.”

He threw his hand out with & depre
cating gesture,

“Are yon quite comlortable?”

“Yes.”

“And your foot?”

“Seems very much better

“Good night, then. 1 will call you
in the morning."

“Good night,” said the girl grate-
fully, “and God bless you for & ftrue
and nolle man."

CHAPTER X.
On the Two Sides of the Door.

The cabin contained a large and a
small rpom. In the wall hetween
them there was a doorway closed by
an ordinary batten door with a wood-
en latch and no lock. Closed it served
to hide the occupant of one
from the view of the other, otherwise
it was but a feeble protection. Even
had it possessed a lock, a vigorous
man could heve burst it through in a
moment,

These thoughts did not come very
clearly to Eald Maitland, Few
thoughts of any kind came 1o her,
Where she lay she could see plainly
the dancing light of the glorious fire.
She was warm, the deftly wrapped
bandage, the henling lotion upon her
foot, had greatly relieved the paln in
that womnded member. The bed was¢
hard but comfortable, much more so
than the sleeping bags to which of
late she had been accustomed,.

Few women had gone through such
experiences, mental and physical, as
hnad befallen her within the last few
hourg and lived to tell the story. Had
it not been for the exhaustive strains
of body and spirit to which she had
been subjected, her mental faculties
would have been on the alert and the
strangeness of her unigue position
would hove made her so nervous that
ghe could not have slept.

For the time being, however, the
physical demands upon her entity
were paramount; she was dry, she
was warm, she was fed, she was ree
from anxiety and she was absolutely
unutterably weary. Her thoughts
were vague, inchoate, unconcentrated.
The fire wavered before her eyes, she
cloged them in a few moments and
did not open them.

Without a thought, without a care,
ghe fell asleep. Her repose was com-

d Uil

plete, not n dream even disturbed the
she |

profound slumber into which
sank . Pretty pictyre sie made: her

| where?

neaq tnrUwn pacgward, her golden
hair roughly dried and quickly plalt-
ed in long bralds, one of which fell
along the pillow while the other |
curled lovingly around her neck. Her
face in the natural light would have
looked pallid from what she had gone
through, but the fire cast red glows
upon it; the fitful 1lght fickered
across her countenance and some-
times deep shadows unrelleved ac,
centuated the paleness born of her
sufferings.

There s no light that plays 8o
many tricks with the imagination, or
that so stimulates the fancy as the
Hght of an open fire. In its suddén
outbursts it sometimes seems to add
life touches to the sleeping and the
dead., Had there been any eye to sgee
this girl, she would have made a de-
lightful picture in the warm glow
from the stone hearth. There were
no eyes to look, however, save those
which belonged to the man on the
other side of the door.

On the hither side of that door in
the room where the fire burned on the
hearth, there was rest in the heart of
the occupant; on the farther side

heart, there was tumult. Not outward
and visible, but inward and spiritual,
and vet there was no lack of apparent
manifestation of the turmoil in the
man's soul, -

Albeit the room was smaller than|

He walked nervously up and down
from one end to the olher as cease:
lessly as a wild animal impatient of
captivity stalks the narrow limits ol
his contracted cage. The even tenor
of his life had suddenly been diverted
The ordinary sequence of his daye
had been abruptly changed. The pri
vacy of five years which he had hoped
and dreamed might exist as long as
he, had been rudely broken in upon
Humanity, which he had avoided
from which he had fled, which he had
cast away forever, lhnd found him
Ablit, excessit, evasit, erupit! And, lo.
his departures wera all in vain! The
world with all its grandeur and its in
significance, with all its powers and
its weaknesses, with all its opporfu
nities and its obligations, with all ite
joys and its SOTYOR, had knocked at
his door; and that the knocking hand
was that of a woman, but added tc
his perplexity and to his dismay.
He had cherished a dream that he
could live to himself alone with but a
memory to bear him company, and
from that dream he had been thun
derously awakened, Iverything was
changed. What had once bheen easy
had now Decome ,impossible. He
might send her away, But tHough he
swore Ler to secrecy she would havei

to tell her story and something of kis;'
e worid weuld tearn some of it and

seele him out with insatiable curios:
ity to know the rest.

Eyes ag keen as his would present-
iy searchh and scrutinize the moun-
taing wlhere he had reamed alone.
hey wonld sec whal he had seen,
find what he lad found. DMankind,
gold-lusting, would ewuarm and hive
pipon the hills and fight and love and
breed and die. Great God!

e couldl of course move on, but
And went he whithersoever
he might, he would now of necessity
carry  with him another memory
which would not dwell within his
wmind in harmony with the memory
which until that day had been para-
mount there alone,

Slowly. laboriously, painfully, he
had built his house upon the sand,
and the winds had blown and the
floods had come, not only in a literal
but in spiritunl significance, and In
one day that house had fallen. He
stood amid the wrecked remains of it
trying to recreate it, to endow once
more with the fitted precision of the
past the shapeless broken units of the
fabric of his fond imagination.

While he resented the flerce, sav-
age, passionate intensity the interrup-
tion of this woman info his life.
While he throbbed with egual inten-
gity and almost as much passion at
the thought of her,

Have you ever climbed a mountain
early in the morning while 1t was yetf
dark and having gained some domi-
nant crest stood staring at the far
horizon, the empurpled east, wkile the
“dawn came up like thunder?’ Or
better still, have you ever stood with-
in the ecold, dark recesses of some
deep valley of river or pass and
walched the clear light spread its
bars athwart the heavens like nebu-
lous mighty pinions along the light
touched crest of a towering range, un-
til all of a sudden, with a leap almost
of joy, the great sun blazed In the
high horizon?

You might be born a child of the
dark, and light might sear and burn
vour eye halls accustomed to cooler
deeper shades, yet you could no more
turn away from this glory, though you
might hate it, than by mere cffort of
will you counld cease to breathe the
afr. The shock that you might feel,
the sudden surprics, is only faintly sug:
gestive of the emotiong in the bireast
of this man

Ta be continued.



